pj | V | i of 

Y/ Ph _-_ \ \, 
SPL po IBS 4 WW i 
HILA Ljh Wh SSD \N 
pg ——=0_ ZR _—_ 


%. 
ws 


; #4 + 3 A 2 wad” 
—_ % 4 -e of 
R y* 4 , _ TL 
; The >. Ly 1% fy LL Lk P k. 
. .- 1 &. \ . ow wa” %1 bu |} > TT; L . iy " % - p : 4 / P 
% ) _— ? 1 ' \ _ oy, 20 ” id, { A k d 
; . » Y d : - 4 4 a.1\ 1 S aum—_ g— 8 Fs | 
u 4 k s ; _ ' 4 u PC 4 o a - 1 £ o IE , 
\ | —_ | _- | | pn—_ oo > AV SE + | | 
. ry , . \ 4 4. l , F 
« + <1 C # [] i - f > / . 
4 _— , . ” ' ' 4 . ] 
my - LF 1 *4'f v wx "" L (| , tt 
[| | ir [1 \ = 4 
\ . 44 , 
n 7 1 | G b k #-] | 
þ 4 | ( 


. $ \ ©. %4 m 4 = 3 
1 EDREKNRTTLY 
q TY 2k | 2 
. : ot F\ *.4 - F X 4 ; 
, % 5 % : 4 56" 
— 4 
'S 577 F m: % 
, 4 
*'s $ : ' G Or t C 
, oo . 
v . . Lo 
®, » ba a - . 
» 4 J 
"IM. qt p * " 
4 ” 4 w a4} - — 
'S - fo J a 
P 4 ; 
4 i Aa +20 S 
* >) v PP : | 
- br Fl 
» . 4 Y P Fy *# 
{.+- EECESSS 
*, «9 $7 e- , 4 
' IO OBI SIT 2 : . 
| _ SY 345% | 
dl $ rel IE To: : 
4s 7 * AY F S 
, -*, WE 5 ll a . 
ak 7 Po \; z C * 3 Y% 
. a = 6 - 
» «+ 4 re of 
«HS . 
- > y7 
& LORE 
Ws J > *<'F 
e I -a3 +7 


Publickly MURDERED by His Subjects, before White-Hall, on 1xeſday Fanuary the 3o. 16 18. 
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Death had no Sting for Him, and its ſharp Arm, 
Only of all the Troop, meant Him no harm. 
And ſo He look'd upon the Axe, as one 


A 


ESE Ere not my Faith boy'd by Sacred Blood, 
M8 | It might be drown'd in this prodigious Flood ; 
[NE 0t - — Which Reaſons higheſt Ground doth fo exceed, 


It leaves my Soul no Anch'rage, but my Creed ; 
Where my Faith reſting on th' Origizall, 

Supports it {e]f in this the Copzes tall ; 

So while my Faith floats on that Bloody Wood, 

My Realuns calt away 1n this Red-Flood, 

Which ne'er o'reflows us all: Thus ſhowers paſt 


Made but Land-Floods, which did ſome Vallies walt ; 


This Stroke harh cut the only Neck of Land, 

Which between us, and this Red-Sea did itand, 

That covers now our World, which Curſed lies 

At once with two of Agyprs Prodigies ; 

O're-cait with Darkzefs, a.:9 with Blood ore-run, 

And juſtly, ſince our Hearts hay. *Feirs out-done 3 
h* Inchanter led them to a leſs known Ill, 

To AQ his Sin, then 'twas their Kzzg-to Kill : 

W hich Crime hath Widowed our whole Nation, 

Voided all Forms, left but Privation 

In Charch and State ; inverting ev'ry Right ; 

Brought in Hells State, of Fire without Light : 

No wonder then, if all good Eyes look Red, 

Waſhing their Loyal Hearts from Blood fo ſhed ; 

The which deſerves, each Pore ſhould tura an Eye, 

To weep out, even a Bloody Agozy. 

Let nought then paſs for Muſick, but ſad Cries ; 

For Beauty, Blood-leſs Cheeks, and Blood-ſhot Eyes. 

All Colours Soil, but Black ; all Odours have 

Ill ſent, but Myrrh, Incens'd upon this Grave : 

It Notes a Few, not to believe us much 

The cleaner made, by a Religious Touch 

Of his Dead Body ; whom to judge to Die 

Seems the Judaical Impiety, 

To kill the King, the Spzrit Legion Paints 

His Rage with Law, the Temple and the Saints : 

But the truth is, He tear*'d, and did repine 

To be caſt out, and back into the Swine ; 

And the caſe holds, in that the Spirit bends 

His Malice in this Act, againſt his Ends : 

For it is like, the {ooner he'll be ſent 

Out of that body, He would {till torment : 

Let Chriſtians then uſe otherwiſe this Blood, 

Deteſt the ACt, yet turn it to their good ; 

Thinking how like a Kg of Dearh He dies, 

We eagly may the World and Death deſpile : 


Weapon yet left, to guard Him to His Throne ; 
In His great Name, then may His SubjeQts cry, 
Death thou art (wallowed up in Viftory; 

It this 'our Lols a Comfort can admit, 

'Tis that His narrowed Crown was grown urtfit 
For His enlarged Head, ſince his Dittreſs 

Had greatned this, as it made that the leſs ; 

His Crown was tal'n unto too low a thing 

For Him, who was become fo great a Kzze : 
So the fame Hands enthron'd him in that Crowz 
They had exalted from Him, not pulld down. 
And thus God's Truth by them hath rendred more, 


Than e'er Mens Falſhood promis'd to reſtore ; 


Which, ſince by Death alone, he could attain, 

Was yet exempt from Weakneſs, and from Pain ; 
Death wasenjoyn'd by God, to touch a part, 

Might make his Pallage quick, ne'er move his Heart, 
Which ev'n expiring, was ſo far from Death, 


| It ſeem'd but to command away his Breath. 


And thus His Sozl, of this her Triumph proud, 
Broke, like a flaſh of Lightning, through the Cloud. 
Of Fleſh and Blood ; and from the higheſt Line 
Of humane Virtue, paſs'd to be Divine : 
Nor is't much leſs His Virtues to relate, 

Then the high Glories of His preſent State ; 
Since both then ata all Acts, but of belief ; 
Silence may praiſe the one, the other grief. 
And ſince, upon the Diamond, no leſs 

Than Diamonds, will ferve us to impreſs : 

Pl! only wiſh, that for His Elegy, 

This our Foſtas, had a Jeremy. 


An E PITAPH upon King Charles the Firit. 


Ere Lies CHARLES the Firft, the Great, 
The Valiant, though Unfortunate 3 
The Fuſft, the Virtuous, Prious Prince 
Found Guilty for his Innocence, 
True Faith Defender. Kingdoms Charter, 
Church's Glory, Peopl:'s Martyr 3 
Whom with Men and Angels ſing, 
The Honeft Man, The Righteous K31$- 


'Tis Puniſhment enough for the K3%) 
That God mill Him to ag (Sr bring. 
Blood is a crying Sin, but that of Kings 
Cries loudeft for Revenge, and Rum mg5- 
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